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continuous effort, no virtue. Spread over all is the
fatalism that destroys effective action, and the mentality
of Constantinople is complete. It is a city that has
ruined the souls of all who come to it. It is the jumble
of pieces of an ugly jig-saw puzzle that no one has yet
made into a picture.
Yet it is set in an exquisite frame. Around it are the
rolling uplands of Mashlak, the deep shady valleys of
the Belgrade forest, the Bosphorus with its swift green
rushing current, the fathomless blue of the Marmora
and the hills of Anatolia rising peak on peak to the
sunrise. Set in this girdle of wonderful seas, of won-
derful hills and lit with gorgeous sunsets, it lies a festering
pool of iniquity of all that is foul in human nature, and
of all the squalor of deformed city life. Everywhere
there are the same great contrasts of great beauty, exalted
imagery, great possibilities and twisted ugliness, squalor,
and futile mean effort, and foulness. Looked at from
afar, it excites romance. It is exquisite with its mosques
and minarets and baths and picturesque houses that
are a joy to the artist but the despair of the tenant. As
a wit once said, " Looked at as a whole it is beautiful,
but looked at in bits it is a hole." To Constantinople
have come many people and it has wound itself round
their hearts, and when they have gone away they have
been " home-sick " for it all their days.